TALES OF DESTINY

There was a suppressed sob in more than one breast
it the close of the venerable hakeem's tale. Down
his own furrowed face the tears were streaming.
" And the woman who struck the foul blow? " in-
quired the Afghan in an eager whisper.
" The slave mother of the dead pretender.   Well,
she too had given her all for mother love. The
tribesmen tore her limb from limb/'
And the hakeem pressed a hand to his eyes to shut out
the memory of a dreadful scene.
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